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Author's Notes: 

l'm approaching a *very® important exam of mine, and during my lunch break | found that | only had the time 
to write either Ihsahn and Samoth getting it on, or NC and Fenriz getting it on so.. | mashed it up. | haven't 
written this level of utter crack in a while so, here it is. 


Club meetings were generally held on Saturday or whenever Fenriz and Ihsahn felt particularly pathetic. 
"He's just soooo hot" Fenriz swooned, taking another swig of beer. 


"Dude! Are you kidding me? Tomas is totally a twink. | know he is." Ihsahn said with conviction as both men met 


up for the second year anniversary of the ‘/ Love My Best Friend club. 


They already drank down two cases of beer but were still going strong. For the occasion Fenriz bought some 
fancy, expensive tequila imported straight from Mexico, but right now they were just happy to get shitfaced 
and give a recap of their progress this week. They didn't progress much but the more they spiralled into 
alcohol dependency, the more they convinced themselves otherwise. 


"L-last week," Fenriz began, slurring as he waved his emptied bottle of beer in demonstration 


"Last week I. dropped my drumsticks.and Te-Teddy -hic- Teddy's hands brushed mine...as.as.. he picked them 


up. 
"Ye ‘dropped’ ‘em?" Ihsahn smirked, nudging Fenriz's shoulder with an ‘eh? eh? sound. 

| ‘DROPPED THEM!" Fenriz confirmed, pumping his beer bottle in the air as they fell in hysterical laughter. 
"Whoooll!" 


Ihsahn took a swig of the freshly open whiskey, burping into his hand before trying to remember what 
happened this week. It took three minutes before he finally did. 


"Yeshterday.. Tomas lent me his pick" 
"That's just a single letter away from ‘prick!l" 
"Wooo-hooo!! They both hollered, making the neighbours wonder if it was time to call the cops. 


"I have that boy right where | want him. That ass will be miiine! Ahahahahahahahhaall" Ihsahn laughed 


maniacally as Fenriz slapped his back excitedly before going up to get the ultra-expensive tequila to celebrate. 


After that was gore. They stil kept drinking and found that the drunker they got, the more they hated 
themselves and the rest of the world They still didn't stop. 


After passing through the five stages of grief three times and getting the knob stuck on ‘anger’, Ihsahn 
braced a hand against Fenriz's shoulder, in part to comfort him, and in part because Ihsahn could hardly keep 


himself upright anymore, 


"N-Now you..you listen to me -hic- Gylve." he slurred, his head lulling to and fro, "We are young and we are 


SEXA YIP He slammed his fist down to lay down the facts 
"Preach." Fenriz's head bobbed as he pumped his hands with shit-faced empowerment. 


"We don't. we don't need those men We've got everything we need right..right here” Ihsahn whispered, 
thumping his heart. 


Fenriz looked up at Ihsahn, who's eyes were squinty and smudged with eyeliner. Now, this should've been the 
part where he realizes that what they're doing is complete bullshit and utterly pathetic. If they like Samoth and 
Nocturno Culto so damn much then maybe it's time to lace up their big-boy boots and tell them how they 
feelll 


Instead, Fenriz has a great epiphany. 

"Yeah.. yeah you're right! We don't need them!" 
"Exactly!" 

"All men are pigs!" 

"Right on, sister!" 


And then both men hugged it out, realizing that everything they could possibly want they had here with each 
other... right as the neighbours finally had enough and called the police. 


//Somewhere Else h Norway..// 


The shoddy "Happy Second Year Anniversary The ‘| Want To Bang My BFF Clubll" banner unstuck itself from 
the left hook, drooping miserably. 


“There there, Tomas.. There there." Nocturno Culto, wearing a conical party hat, said, patting Samoth's 
shoulder as the latter sobbed his eyes out. 


"IFs okay, here, have some more cake," He said as he spoonfed the weeping guitarist even more cheesecake. 


"| just.. | just don't understand! ls there something wrong with me?!" Samoth wailed after swallowing. He 


guestured around himself "Am | fat?! Or UGLY?" 
Nocturno Culto cradled Samoth's face in his hands. 


"No. No baby, you're a beautiful monarch butterfly who the world wants to see squashed. Don't let them dim 
your light. Never let them dim your light." He said passionately. 


Samoth sucked in a deep, shaky breath, whispering to himself, 


"| am a beautiful monarch butterfly. | am a beautiful monarch butterfly. | am a beautiful monarch butterfly." 


over and over. His voice cracked at the final ‘butterfly’ and he began to wail- again 
"Sh... sh... its okay." Nocturno Culto hugged Samoth, rocking him side to side like a newborn 


"You still think I'm pretty.right, Ted?" Samoth sniffled, looking up at him. Samoth wiped the snot and tears off 


with the sleeve of his sweater. 


"You're gorgeous" Nocturno Culto lied, forming an o with his thumb and index. 


"Thank you, Teddy." Samoth whispered, and his agonized cries finally quieted down. 


As Nocturno Culto continued to hug the crying guitarist close, he swore to himself that he was going to get 
him and Samoth help for their joint alcohol addiction... RIGHT AFTER GYLVE FINALLY BEGINS LOVING HIM BACKI! 


GODFUCKINGDAMMNIT GYLVEINI 


GYYYYYYY YLLL VEEEEEEW 


